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worth remembering. They sail clear into our day
as imperishable memories. They still live, for
they did far more than carry merchandise. When
an old mariner speaks of the days of studding sails
it is not the precious freight, the real purpose of
his ships which animates his face. What we
always remember afterwards is not the thing we
did, or tried to do, but the friends who were about
us at the time. But our stately ships themselves,
with our River their home, which gave Poplar's
name, wherever they went, a ring on the counter
like a sound guinea, at the most they are now but
planks bearded with sea grass, lost in ocean
currents, sighted only by the albatross.

Long ago nearly every home in Dockland
treasured a lithographic portrait of one of the
beauties, framed and hung where visitors could
see it as soon as they entered the door. Each of
us knew one of them, her runs and her records, the
skipper and his fads, the owner and his prejudice
about the last pennyworth of tar. She was not
a transporter to them, an earner of freights,
something to which was attached a profit and loss
account and an insurance policy. She had a
name. She'was a sentient being, perhaps noble,